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tkere's  nothing  dead  in  winter, 
^Vinter  cannot  kill  a  tk  me; 
of  summer  only  slumber, 
Waiting  for  trie  kiss  of  spring ! 


/^P^^iitre  are  voices  in  trie  valley 
K^^y  V/inds  of  winter  cannot  still, 
H  ere  is  now  the  haunt  of  Beauty 

Frosts  of  winter  cannot  kill, 
Here  trie  voice  of  Sibyl  s^eaketh 

With  high  ho  pes  my  heart  to  fill, 
Her  f>rof>hecy  is  in  the  vale, 

1  can  hear  it  in  the  rill. 


an  pipes  a  silvern  siren  here 
Wken  tke  '  rime  is  on  the  spray, 
And  tke  woodland  ways  awaken 

Sweet,  sad  memories  of  M  av. 
Down  tke  icy  £or£e  tke  river, 

Sings  tke  kopes  of  sweetkearts  gay, 
^X^kilst  it  reproduces  lau  dkter 

Heard  upon  a  summer  day. 


little  truant  baths  untrodden 
Since  the  snows  of  winter  fell. 
In  the  mold  and  moist  leaves  treasure 

Footprints  that  a  story  tell: 
But  in  yonder  leafless  artour, 

Snow-entombed  in  the  dell — 
There  the  sweetest  stories  linger, 

There  the  fondest  memories  dwell. 


there's  nothing  dead  in  winter. 
^X/inter  cannot  kill  a  thing; 
Joys  of  summer  only  slumber, 

Waiting  for  the  hiss  of  spring  ! 


